YE EDITORS' PAGE 



Dear Readers; 

The Editors are swamped with such a batch oF sweli lefters that if we published fhem all 
tn fhis issue there would be no room fot any comtcs. Readers are earning money m over a_ 
hundred ways to buy War Savings Stamps and Bonds, and boy-oh-boy, would your Uncle Sammy 
and your brothers in t'he Service be tickled to hear about all the $25.00, $50.00, $75.00 and 
$100.00 Bonds you TARGET readers have boughh Many thanks, Gang, and by all means keep 
up the grear work. Cordjally yours, 

The Edifors. 



Dear Editors: 

TARGET is my favorile oi all 
comicB. especially ihe Targeieers 
thcmselves. I carn m y War Slamp 
money by running errands fpr many 
people. I am well known around my 
hoiisc as a fast walker and people 
chooae me for errands because ihey 
know I will not waste time when I go 
to the Bioie, 

Apprccialively, 

Helen Watson 

Chicago, lUinoia 

You're setting a good examp!e, 
Helen, ikat everyane should jolloio, 
about not viasling time. 



Dear Editors: 

Consfatulalions on your swell pic- 
torial story, THE LAST OF THE 
■ t's One of yout best 



fealur 



n tke n 



e I hav 



tvide SI 



and, as most of them come fram the 
Easl, maybe you would like to hear 
what the Weslerners -are doing. In my 
disiricL a group of us kids and tbe 
Publisher of a locai newspaper have 
organized wbat we call 'T.he Tbird 
Front 'Salvage Army'." It has all itie 
ranks of the U, S. Army. We have 
tbirty members and more joining all 
ihe lime. Since July Ist, we have 
turned in about ihree lons of serap 
metal and four hundred pounds of 
rubber. Here's hoping to see more re- 
ports from ail over the country i n 
TARGET. 

Walter Stanley 
Whitney, Nevada 

ICe'd like to give Walter and his 
"Tkird Front" ait Uncle Saiii's "E" 
jor Eicettence. 



Dear Editors: 
Allhoueh you have a n excellenl 

by removing stories like THE LAST 
OF THE MOHICANS and 5ub=ii- 
LuLing pages dcvoied to archery. The 
"Archer's TARGET Club" are all (or 
il. The members of tbis dub make 
money by makine archery eauioment. 
Inside of t 
Bond apiec( 
for anoiher 



)nths 1 



■ if any boys o 
I in archery. Our club wil 
o write to tbem. 
A faithful leader, 
Edward Borys 
250 So, CoHington. Ave. 
" ' ■ Md. 



IF e're listmg Edward's street ad- 
dress tn. case any oj vou. readers want 
to wnte direct to him. 



1 a regular reader of TARGET 
regular buyer of War Savings 
i and have bought ane Bond. I 
buy comic books, bui inslead, 
money for War Slamps. How- 
do buy T.-\RGET every monlh. 
il hecause it is'nl such fanEaslic 
I hope you keep it as good 
and I will always be a regular 



Sincerely, 
Donald Stevens 
Blakesburg, lowa 



Dear Editors: 

So John Meaiick thinks that comics 
are driving ihis generation lo the "nut 
house"? Wel!, let me tdl him some- 
ihing! I am fifteen years old, in my 
thicd year o f highschool, get good 



marks, am of average intelligence, read 
such books as, NATIVE SON, HOW 
GREEN WAS MY VALLEY, SARA- 
TOGA TRUNK, eic. spend over half 
my aliowance on War Slamps, anti 
would cerlainly go "nuls" i£ 1 didn't 
relax a few minules in the day with 
a comic book. Furthermore, it is my 
honest opinian ihat men who are 
gangslers and criminals loday would 
not be criminals if ihey had spent 
more time readmg books— Yes, John, 

May I add that TARGET is one of 
my favorit es. 

Since rel y. 



>n, New Jersey 
s lypical oj a delage ■ 



Claire's letter i; 

of rcplies we rei . . _ 

Jalin Meatiek's leller that appeared in 
November TARGET, Not one letter 
kas been received agrecing uiich John, 
except as regards the purckase oj fV.ar 
Stamps. 



Dear Editors: 

oiy friends and I spend much of our 
time on comic books, and. o£ course. 
T.ARCET ii ai Ihe lop of our !i;t. 
Wc look a poil of our community and 
Ihis b tbe f^li: The Cadet came 
fii^, («Dowied cJcsely by ihe. Target 
and Targefeos, ihen Spacehawk, and 
Chamelajn, 

"^Pur Gang" wanls to thank you 
and ihe artisis of the leader of all 
comic books for presenling u s with 
many hours of enjoyahle, as well as 
educational, read i n g. 

Yours iruly, 

Charles Coli. 

Pershing, lowa. 



Thank you, Charles. 



ADDRESS YOUR MAIL TO TARGET COMICS, 292 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YO«K. N. Y. 
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YOU CALL yourself a 
j' writer!" Frank Perry, the 
1 managing editor of Slash 
Comics sneered. He was giving 
,the daily grow! to Art Dunn, his 
best a rtist -writer combination. 

"AU I said," Art pleaded, "was 
thet. I haven't got an idea yet! I 
didn't say I wasn't ever going to 
get one! I plan to take a walk 
right now and cook something 
up. Have a heart, wil! you . . , or 
i« that asking too much of an edi- 



. Art bought a newspaper at the 
Corner stand and leaned against 
a building to read it. "War . . . 
that's all they print these days!" 
Young eyes scanned headline 
after headline . . . and one fect 
stood out strongly, There were 
Nazi subs operating off the At- 
lantic coast . . . within several 
miles of the spot where he was 
standing! 

"Hmmmm . ■ ." Art mused. 
'Wonder where those subs re- 
fuel? — They certainly don't com- 
mute between Long Island and 
Berlin just to pick up a.few gal- 
ions o f gas." His active mi n d 
raced. Could tankers, filled ih the 
United States cruise out and 
meet the subs? No, this was im- 
probable. 

■ Coves . . . yes, that might be — 
but no, Navy pianis constantly 
flymg overhead would soon bring 
that fiort of thing to light. 

. ■ . , Suddenly Art Dunn found 
himself standing on a cHff over- 
looking the ocean. 1 1 had been a 



relativeiy short walk from the of- 
fice ... a matter of severa! miles. 
His preoccupied mmd had almost 
taken him there without his real- 
izmg it. 

Sprawlmg himself beneath a 
large twisted oak that spread it- 
self almost over the edge of the 
cliiT. Art thought of himself and 
his part in that grim game. As it 
was, he was too young to actually 
join the Army or Navy . . . be- 
sides, his welcome income pro- 
vided the only means of support- 
/mg his widowed mother. 

The drone of planes came and 
faded. as did the rhythmic nsmg 
and fallmg of the waves- His tired 
eyes closed . . . he had worked 
half the night, free-lancmg. 

It must have been hours later 
that he awoke with a start. It was 
dark nov/ . . - night time! Holy 
smokes! Editor Perry would have 
his skin! 

Art shook the sleep from his 
eyes and stood up. The moon was 
coming up . . and it cast a pretty 
glow on the water • . . troubled 
water. Art remembered. 

"Heck! This isn't getting me 
anywhere! I'd better beat it on 
home and bat out som e kmd of 
— " Suddenly Art stopped. H e 
had seen somethmg that sen t 
chills racing up and down his 
spine . . . somethmg unreai . . . 

"SUBS!" Art felt his throat 
grow'dry . . . it was hard to swal- 
low. Not knowing what to do . . - 
he just stood there and watched. 
He saw the half submerged metal 
monsters plow through the surf 
and head straight for the cliff! 
They looked as though they were 
.going to ram it! 

Could they be our own subs? 
Art felt an'urge to yel! . . . to 
call to them. Perhaps something 
was wrong . . . perhaps they 
couldn't see the cliff! 

A moment later the subs were 
out of sight. They had disap- 
peared into the base of the clif?! 

Immediately Art realized what 
had happened. These were en- 
emy subs ... his hunch was right! 
Too right! What to do? 



His nervous hand found it» 
way to his jacket pocket His 
flashlight. He always carned it. 
what with blackouts and such 
His home was m the sticks 
the light was almost a necessity 

"That's it . . . a necessity!" Art 
mumbled. He giabbed the toreh 
like a drowning man aftei a 
straw, steadied himself and 
started to blink a steady signal 
in morse code out to sea. "S S 3" 
, . . he had read somewhere that 
this was the newest method of 
calimg for help . . , especially if 
the danger was from a sub Some- 
one was bound to see it , . and 



no response, He looked around. 
Was there an esit somewhere? 
Could they come up behind him 
. . push him off the cliff? 

The night air was damp . . and 
cold but this sent a different 
kind of chill through him. He 
could see himself plummetmg 
off— 

"Can't just kneel here and wail 
. . gotta do something!" He 
stood up and looked around. 
There were a few large boulders 
perched near the edge of the clifl. 
It wouldn't take much to puaih 
one over if he had a hefty pole or 
branch. Then he looked over the 
side. A steep slope, studded with 
simiiar boulders and rocks, That's 
it' If he could shove one of thes 
over, the resulting avalanche 
would bottle them in the cave 
beiow! He scurried about, blink- 
ing the light on briefly to see 
more clearly. Then he saw it 
a long branch that had been brok- 
en ofT the old oak. He grabbed it 
up . . . made for the big rock that 
teetered directly over the spot 
where the subs had entered. 

He placed the end of the pole 
under the rock and leaned with 
all his weight, It gave a little, but 
promptiy rocked back into place. 
He tried again, the perspiratio 
rolling down his back in little 
rivulets. Then he stopped sud- 
denly. Heard a noise. His blood 



raced- Had they seen him? 

After a full minute of listening 
dunng which the only sounds 
he heard were the beating of the 
surf and the pounding of his 
heart, he continued. Needed lev- 
erage . . a small rock to place un- 
'der the stick. Hfe stooped and felt 
around with his hands. Good. he 
found one. Now, to place it cor- 
rectiy under the stick . . . he 
risked turning on the light for a 
brief second , . . then . . . 

"HEY, THERE!" The sound 
of thestrange voice almost threw 
ihim ofT the edge Art knew he 
'was in a spot . . . but he was de- 
termined to complete his task 
before giving up. He knew it 
would take a minute before the 
man was close enough to stop 
him. One last heave . . . and he 
felt the enormous boulder go 
over! 

There followed an ear-sphttmg 
rumble and crash that ended m 
B foaming splash far below. Art 
gsthered his numbed senses jn 
order not to run the wrong way 
and spurted out away from 
the cliff He heard the voice 
again . this time nearer, but 
gave no heed He raced on and 
on! He had to get away! 

He ran bhndly . . it was dark, 
very dark Then he realized that 
the man was running after him 
. . close behind! Art stumbled . . . 
picked himself up with his hands 
on all fours before actually fall- 
ing, but it was too late. 



Art felt himself tackled. Who- 
ever his assailant was he was 
heavy. strong. The ground rushed 
up and hit Art with a crushing 
force. He felt the night spinning 
wildly. The blackness ciosed in 



When he came to, ArC was ly- 
ing down on a bed in a metal 
room. He felt his head . . . it 
pained. He looked about — recog- 
nized his sujToundings to be that 
of some kind of boat. He felt his 
senses reei as he realized he must 
be a prisoner aboard one of the 
Nazi subs! 

He tried to get up . . . and did! 
H e wasn't tied. There must be 
some way out. Then he heard 
muffied voices outside his door 
— he leaped back into bed and 
ciosed his eyes. He must stall for 
time . . . 

-Y es, sir . . . right here." The 
voice said as the door opened. It 
was a kind voice, spoke good 
English. Art opened his eye . . . 
peered up. 

"1 think our patient is all right 
. . . but he's piaying a little game 
with us. Wake up, son , . . you're 
among friends! We got your 
message. This is a United States 
Coast Guard Cutter you're 
aboard. One of our boys mistook 
you for a saboleur, I guess!" 

"Yes, sir" . . . Art smiled sheep- 
ishly. "But the mistake wasn't 
only on his part ... I was sure he 



"You have to admit your ac- 
tions were queer . . , but When we 
saw the results of your fine - - — " 

"You got them, did you!" Art 
was excited now. 

"Well, we got one . . . but you 
got the other!" The captain 
smiled: "They were in the act of 
coming out again with a full load 
of supplies when you let go with 
your fireworks. You crushed the 
first one under the rocks like an 
old tin can!" 

The next moming, bright and 
early, Art Dunn popped in v/iih 
a cheery hello for his editor, 
Frank Perry. 

"Well, sweetheart . , . wher©^ 
the masterpiece?" Perry asked 
as he looked up. 

"I had one for you , . . but an- 
other outfit grabbed it , . . Tll 
dash off a second one for you 
right away . . ." Art seated hin:iself 
at a typewriter and started bang- 
ing away when Perry spun him 
around- 

"What do you mean, another 
outfit? — you're working for me.'" 
Perry was beside himself with 
rage. "Where is it? Can't you 
even let me see it? I'm supposed 
to get first crack at atl of your 
stuff!" 

"Not this one, pai," Art tried 
hard not to laugh outright. "But 
you'll get a chance to read it— 
after the war. You see, it's to be 
pubtished m the CONGRES- 
SIONAL RECORD!" 

THE END 




ADVENTURES IN STAMPS 

By Eugene L. Poliock 



HAVE YOU HEARD . . . 

^THAT slamp coUectors in Germaiiy are not permitted lo Diiy 
postage stamps for their collections thal were issued by the twenty- 
nine members of the United Nations? The Nazis will nol allow any 
-of the stamps from these countries, no matter how old the issues 
may be, to be shown at eshibitions or in ihe windows of stamp deal- 
ers, because, Dr. Goebbels said, "it wouid hurt the feelings of the 
German people." If the Nazis conquered the world they 
would even make laws about the kind of stamps one 
■ cotlect. 




" — THAT Nicaragua, Central American country, and a 
brave member of the United Nations, was once ruied by an American 
soldier of fortune? His name was WiHiam Walker and he was aciualiy 
. Dictator.-Presidenf of thal country for a short time in 1856. 



-^THAT tiny LuNembvirg, tuckeri uway on ihe map belween France. 
■Belgium and Germany, once prinied a postage stamp showing a giri 
taking a showr bath? The design was issued lo advertise the health 
baths at a Lusemburg resort. 



— THAT Portugal once put out a commemorativt slamp with ; 
painting of the Archangel Gafariel on it? Gabrie! is 
angel of God who wil! blow the horn throughout the p 
iieavens to announce the Day of Judgment for all the | 
world. 



-^THAT the British censors recently opened a pack- 
age mailed from a spy in the United States to someone ^^^^ 
in Spain containing a code message arranged with «( l-'^^;^^","' 
assorted stamps? The stamps, mounted in rows on 
approval sheets, spelled out a sentence, using the first leticr on 
each design to form the words. 




16 PAN AMERICAN SETS-IOc 



GLOBUS STAMP COMPANY 



55 



DIFFERENT U.S. 



PONY EKPRESS SET 



SSFREE 



SUPER-WONDER PACKET ^'ffEHED 

KhiI StaDpGB.TG^P.O.BaiI7(3ZI.Sn»klfn.H.I 



F R E E ! ! ! ^'"^''a" y*'' Vv."*?*, 



; U. s. $H & $5 STAMPS 



FREE!!! I' 



u. s. APPROVAL SERVICE 



APPROVAL APPLICANTS 



Z MEXICO -n 

UJ CEKSUS SET COMPLETE 

5^ Free to approval appfrcants 

TS PLAOON STAMP CO. 



6 LIBERIA mm 
TRIANGLES CPt 



MOVIE REVIEW. 



We assume that many of you TARGET fans are a/io movie fans. from timm ta time, thwafot», 
if you wani us io, tfie editori will give yoo o stary preWew of some forfhcoming p/cfur# fhat w» 
IhinJt miaft/ itrite /oor forte/. The piclure ffiof we bave c/tosen for tbis monih, aithovgh fictioml/- 
II based in pori on actuo/ eseopes of Brifjifi or AIlied ft/ers wfio have beer shol down ©csr 
£urop8 when on a bombing roid against the Axis. 

ONE OF OUR AIRCRAFT IS MISSING 

Released throagh United Artisis 



Tf ATiTH a tremendous roar 
\f\iot motors, another Axis- 
' "sraashing flight of 
bombers tak e s off from a British 
airport and heads for Germany. 
The giant Weliington Bombers 
3uccessfiilly plant their loads of 
destruction over StuttgEirt and 
then head for home. 

Youthful looking John, the 
Sldpper; Tom, the second pilot; 
Prank, the observer; GeoFF and 
Sir George, the gunners; and Bob, 
the wireless operator comprise 
the crew of one of the WelJing- 
tons, the only one that takes a di- 
rect hit from one of the Heines' 
ack-ack guns. High in the clouds 
over Holland, John's engines be- 
gin to spiutter, falter and then 
fade out completely. 

Before jumping, the men agree 
to leap for a railroad far below 
thdm, then reunite alon g the 
tracks. As dawn breaks, all but 
Bob, who is missing, are huddled 
together in underbruah not far 
from the railroad and are making 
plans to search the Nazi-heid 
Dutch coiintryside for their lost 
comrade when they are inter- 
rupted by the sound of Dutch 
children's voices coming towards 
their hiding place. 

The chil^dren see the fliers and 
recognize R.AF. uniforms, then, 
after some excited discussion, 
lead the men to their attracdve 
young school teacher named Els, 
who speaks Enghsh. Kls ques- 
tions them very carefuUy because 
she is afraid they might be Ges- 
tapo agents trying to test her loy- 
aity to Germany. Final ly she is 
convinced, however, that they 
are telling the truth so she gives 
them food and Dutch clothing to 
wear over their uniforms and 
then escorts them to a church 
■everal kilometers away. 



John and his men reach the 
church safely, although a Nazi 
motor patrol gives them a few 
anxious moments when it passes 
them on the road. A service is go- 
ing on at the church when they 
arrive so they etiter quietly and 
take seats araong the congrega- 
tion. Suddenly, the ceremony is 
rudeiy interrupted by a squad of 
Storm Troopers who have found 
a parachute — evidently Bob's, 
because the five men in the 
church have hidden theirs — and 
are looking 7or the escaped 
flier. The Air men 's disguises are 
clever, however, and the Storm 
Troopers find nothing. 

After the services, GeofI, John, 
Tom and the rest are taken to the 
Burgomeister's house where ar- 
rangements are to be made for 
their joumey to the coast and de- 
barkation for England. A locai 
inquisitive and obnoxious Quis- 
ling visits the Biirgomeister try- 
ing to discover the identity of the 
five stranger guests, He becomes 
too curious and the Burgomeis- 
ter is able to frighten him by a 
trick and thwart the Quisling's 
plan to tum the English Airmen 
over to the Gestapo. 

The day the boys are to leave 
for the coast, as part of the plan, 
they attend a soccer game, and, 
lo and behold, their missing com- 
rade, Bob, is on the playing field 
i n the uniform of one of the 
Dutch teams. 

That night, the ingenious 
Dutch, place the six Engiish fliers 
in a truck that is carrying live- 
stock to the coast for Nazi din- 
ners. They are told that a lady 
will meet them at the coast. 

Within sight of the Channel, a 
German mihtary patrol halts the 
truck and is about to make a thor- 
ough inspection of its contents 



when the lady, wt^pm they tiave 
never seen before, appears and 
tells the Germans that if they' 
want meat for their dinner that 
night, they had better not delay 
the passage of the truck. The 
Nazis forego the inspection when 
they hear.that, and the RAJ". 
men again escape detection. 

The woman then sneaka the 
men through hidden pesaage- 
ways to her apartment that is 
right over a German Officer's din- 
ing room.' She explains that they 
will make their escape under 
cover of the first air raid when all 
lights are out, and the Germans 
have gone to bomb shelters. A 
night or two later.when sirens 
shriek a waming of planes over- 
head, she leads them down 
through a subterranean pa3sage 
to a hidden boat landing. 

Towards moming, they sight a 
German Rescue Buoy in the 
Channel. The men enter the buoy 
through a conning tower and find 
it occupied by two Nazi aviators 
who vSere shot down over the 
ocean. The Nazis outnumbered 
and helpiess are taken over by 
the R.A.F. who cut cables and set 
the buoy drifting toward Dover, 
England. 

Later in the moming, two Brit- 
ish patrol torpedo boats come 
alongside, take the buoy in tow to 
port because their wounded com* 
rade cannot be moved, and tri- 
umphantly the men with their 
two German prisoners retum to 
England. 

A couple of weeks later, flt an 
airlield some where in England, 
heavy bombers are wheeled out 
in the light of a cold dawn, Jobm, 
Tom, Frank, Geoff, Sir Georg*. 
and Bob step snappily forward 
and clamber into their new plane, 
headed for Germany. 





Sqo.nt thtous of ToKy . „ves, 

a thriller ot a ga 
ean plaY- 
No. MO-233 



CHRISmAS GlfT SUGGE5TI0NS 




For Service Men 

Checkers can't slide 
off this pockeNsized 
CHECKER CAME. 
No. MO-143 ZOt 



For Mother 

Cive monfh of birth 
and ring size when or- 
dering. BIRTHSTONE 
RINC. 

No. MO-I98 49< 



I 




For Brother 

FIVE-FOTO FOLDER 
displays five photos in 
pocket Windows. State 
tfirae initials to be im- 
printed in gold. 
No. M0-I6S 69f 



For Dad 

BILLFOLD AND COIN 
PURSE has separate 
compa rtments for 
coins, State initial to 
be stamped. 
No. MO-124 45() 




Rear View 

Look behind you, over 
fences, around corners, 
with the PERISCOPE. 
No. MO- 140 20^ 

Sharp 

You'll iike the "feei" of 
this CAMP KNIFE AND 
SHEATH. Blade of heavy 
gauge quality steel. 
No. MO-213 75* 




UpI Down! 

Send 3-{f. PARCHUTE JUMPER soar- 

ing , . . then watch him drop. 

No. MO-216 20(! 



When utrittng, enclose yaur I^AME ani 
ADDRESS. Send order to; 

TEEASURE HOUSE DEPT. 

NOVELTY PRESS, Inc. 
115 West 19lh Streel 
New York, N. Y. 
No shipmentB wlll be made outsine the U.S. 
becauee of uncertain mail deliveriea. 
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